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war is over, Beh, the real glory will  be  stolen by
those who have come later in the field...."
" But does that mean," Beh interrupted, "yoi^
expect those like me who have realized our duty later
not to fight at aU ?"
" Don't interrupt me/5 I abruptly retorted
" Since you want to know what's behind this veneei
of mine, you might as well have a good look once and
for all."
" But why are you so bitter about it ? " Beh
said, and his tone was apologetic.
" No, Beh, it's not bitterness towards any one in
particular that I feel, but just a general bitterness
which I've tried to keep locked up in my heart. That
is perhaps the reason why I seek refuge in myself,
and in cloistered garrets and in being alone and aloof.
I'm always afraid of its breaking out of me like sores
that follow some horrid disease. And I never wanted
anyone to see that happen."
" Disease ? What disease have you got ? " Beh
asked anxiously
" Oh ! I don't mean it like that. But I've got a
piece of lead in me which always stands in the balance
between me and the morrow."
"Lead?   What lead?"
" A bullet, Beh, an ordinary bullet."
" But why ? "
" What do you mean, 'Why' ? I've got it, that's
all. I was shot through once and it's never come out:
It's between the heart and the lung. It's been like that